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acquiescence, glad to postpone even for a few moments the
awful confession that he had written nothing.

Dolabclla read out his lines in a voice that had the faintest
echo of a lisp:

The Bankrupted Lover and his Lady

Why buy such costly clothes when, you defeat
the other girls the less you take to dress?
" Pitying them, with dresses I compete;
pitying you, 1 strive with nakedness,
Don't slay my pity then, or you will view
my body bare for them but clothed for you.3'

The company applauded, and Dolabdla graciously threw the
tablet into the lap of Cytheris as she lay with legs drawn up.
Then everyone turned to Callus. The sweat was blinding
his eyes,

ul haven't written anything," he said, in anguish. "The
wax is too slippery.3'

There was a burst of laughter, and the guests rolled about
on the couches* Antonius clapped and then held his ribs.
Gallus watched in a dull horror. He didn't quite know what
was wrong with his remark., but its reception showed that it
had ruined his life for ever. He was ridiculous, damned to
the level of a buffoon; he'd never outlive the story; he'd
leave Rome and go back to his home-town beyond the Alps,
Forum lulii, where the rents of the property he owned would
keep him in comfort,

Cytheris saw his anguished face and couldn't bear it. She
rose from her couch.

"When you've all done laughing," she said, "I'll recite you
something. Some poems you've never heard before."

At once there was a hush. She stood in a reposeful attitude
and spoke without elocutionary emphases and posturings,
beginning in an almost inaudible tone. Then strength crept
into her voice, and with it a resonant pleading, rising and
falling in intonation* so powerful in its urgency that a whole
lifers plea was packed into the structure of emotion which she
created out of the poem's veering mood. She broke into a
passionate vituperation; she dropped back into an intimate
whisper again; she rose to a joyous demand, so that it seemed
;.;;titw>. 'hopeful cry of the words was proudly conscious of its